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one upon another.
(a mushroom cloud, a nuclear holocaust
built with fireflies)
God is a god of small things,
the gatherer of what's obscure, what's inconsequential.
YAHWEH is not a name signed in flashing lights
(YAHWEH is carved on a lunatic's arm
YAHWEH is written on the backs of sunflowers
YAHWEH is mumbled by ugly bag ladies
as they stoop down to half-empty cans of Pepsi
YAHWEH is whispered on the twittering wings of robins
flying north with their eyes closed
YAHWEH is sought by the fingernails of Polish girls
digging His name out of Gestapo walls
YAHWEH is signed in the colours which
are scrawled across my irises)
And though there may be things
which loom throughout
and hover above
our small meanderings,
and though there may be time, and space,
and vast movements
connecting, manifesting:
We know only
moments, inches,
and hands held close to our bodies.
Small gesticulations.
Fingers pointed at the ground.
(I sit in small rooms for hours
lifting cigarettes and coffee cups.
I will be served by a skinny, knock-kneed waitress
and we will talk about the weather, and eggs,
and I will dab at the corners of my lips
with a napkin, reading YAHWEH
until all her signs, her fumblings and the creases in her cheeks
will scatter into echoes on my plate)
--Josh Hagedorn
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Meditation One
.. .-That is God.
Hooray! Ay! Whrrwhee!
-What? Mr. Deasy asked.
-A shout in the street ...
--Joyce, Ulysses, p. 34
Onward, sagging soldiers
marching as if
there might be some grand display
some culmination to this stuff of history.
That after ages of waking up in the dark
and a million times stumbling in the afternoon,
after we have climbed through mountains
and driven down roads
(of hard, old skin- the peelings of our hands)
after we swam through oceans
of dead children's hair,
that there would be a bang to bring it out.
A pretty neon purple sign pulsing,
flickering YAHWEH
Yya . . Ww ... Ehh ...
in the dark.
Onward, ill-based algorithms
marching as if
one could add the days that flash their faces in our eyes
to the flesh that hangs like lead from our bones
and come up with a big =
billowing among the clouds.
As if all of time's scars
made one gaping wound
instead of a thousand razors cut in our faces.
The world began
and will end
with small things
standing
side by side
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As
Dillard
expresses
her
understanding of the events which God wills
or permits, the events which speak against
Him in so many ways, she also writes of
faith. Though it was a comfort to me, I am
not sure what the words will mean to others:
Faith would be, in short, that God
has any willful connection with time
whatsoever, and with us. For I know
it as given that God is all good. And I
take it also as given that whatever
he touches has meaning, if only in
his mysterious terms, the which I
readily grant. The question is, then,
whether God touches anything
(p.4 7, emphasis mine).
Dillard asks this question quietly, at least
that was how my heart heard it. I trembled
a little and snuggled deeper under my
covers. Is there anything firm, she asks, or
is time like a cannon ball tearing loose with
no direction, ripping the sky and the earth
in two? And then with more fervor she looks
up, or down, or out-I am not sure-and
says,
Do we need blind men stumbling
about, and little flame-faced children,
to remind us what God can-and
will- do? (p.61).
In the third section, as she reflects
upon Julie's fate, Dillard gives her
interpretation of the story of the blind man
who is healed by Jesus, the blind man of
whom the disciples asked, "Who did sin, this
man or his parents, that he was born blind?"
Christ answered, "Neither hath this man
sinned, nor his parents: but that the works
of God should be made manifest in him"
(p.60). Dillard wonders if this refers to the
affliction of blindness itself rather than the
healing of the man. If this is true and
coupled with "Not as the world gives do I
give to you," then we have received a baffling
answer to our question: what in the heck is
going on here?
In the end, Dillard returns her
thoughts to the phrase "Holy the Firm." In
esoteric Christianity there is a belief in a
substance beneath all other created
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substances, beneath time and space, which
is in touch with the Absolute. This
substance is in touch with everything which
grows out of it (us, minerals, salt) and with
the Absolute, creating a circle. The link
between the absolute, the creation, and Holy
the Firm, is Christ. "God has a stake
guaranteed in all the world. And the
universe is real and not a dream, not a
manufacture of the senses; subject may
know object, knowledge may proceed, and
Holy the Firm is in short the philosopher's
stone" (p. 71). I must admit this concept is
mysterious to me, and yet I think I have
accidentally touched Holy the Firm,
Absolute, at base. Dillard closes with some
thoughts--actually I think they constitute a
prayer directed to Julie, who lies in the
hospital with burns on her once child-like
face, and she prays to her:
Held, held fast by love in the world
like the moth in wax, your life a wick,
your head on fire with prayer, held
utterly, outside and in, you sleep
alone, if you call that alone, you cry
God (p.76).
A startling picture--horrifying, in fact.
And yet I feel there is something utterly and
absolutely true in the above quote; that is,
if it is true at all that God does touch this
world. There are those who may read this
and resonate with each word, and for others
these words are confusing and perhaps a bit
scary. I will tell you this, "I know only
enough of God to want to worship him, by
any means ready to hand" (p.55), and
tonight everything else is chaos, but I have
to accept the tension and believe that what
is holy is firm, and the one true God can
withstand the weight of my worries and
fears as well as yours. Dillard's book is like
a biblical narrative, a story of faith and of
questions. So if you are looking for
something sacred, because time does not
know gentleness or reverence and you're
feeling bruised or burned, buy your own
personal copy or you can borrow mine. □
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If God Touches Anything
by Lindsay Griffis

My friend, who loaned me her copy
of Holy The Firm by Annie Dillard, bought
me a personal copy a few weeks later; she
feels everyone should have their own. I
think it is her Bible. My friend does not
consider herself a "believer" in God or the
gods. With her incredulous looks I think
she is more of a "dis-believer." But Dillard
describes the God we cannot bear to believe
in, and yet somehow she communicates
faith. She writes about the tension, the
absurd clash between faith in a loving God
and the chaos of events in our world. This
is commonly known as the problem of evil.
When I read Holy The Firm, I wasn't
expecting an answer to the problem of evil.
I wasn't expecting to be holding something
sacred in my hands as I lay down to read
and then sleep. The first sentence of this
slender book bewildered my mind:
"Everyday is a god, each day is a god, and
holiness holds forth in time." My mood that
night was dark, my world was dark, and if
today is a god, I thought to myself, he is a
demon crouched in the corner of my
bedroom burning me with his eyes.
There are three sections in Holy the
Firm. In one of the early passages in her
book, Dillard describes watching a moth fly
into the flame of a candle: "All that was left

was the glowing horn shell of her abdomen
and thorax." The remains of the moth
burned for another two hours, "like a hollow
saint, like a flame-faced virgin gone to God"
(p.17). I wasn't sure where Dillard was going
with this image of a moth drawn to candle
light and then trapped and turned into a
burning corpse which lit the night for her
reading.
This flame-faced virgin re-appears in
the second section of the book, except it is a
child now, little Julie Norwich. A plane
crashed within hearing distance from
Dillard's one room home, and seven year old
Julie escaped with her father, but not before
flames engulfed her tiny face and seared her,
branded her with unholy fire. Dillard begins
to explore the pain and incomprehensibility
of believing this world has a firm foundation
when planes are allowed to drop from the
sky and little girls are then marred for life.
Dillard speaks of that day's god:
No, that day's god has no power. No
gods have power to save. There are
only days. The one great god
abandoned us to days, to time's
tumult of occasions, abandoned us
to the gods of days each brute and
amok in his hugeness and idiocy
(p43).
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Tale
No siren will sing the song
That will set us free
No sinister magician
Tall, dark, and handsome
And holding
(In the hand that fails
to wield a wand)
All of the answers
Has come to make it all disappear
(no sir)
No wondrous Hollywood
wrap-me-up
and-send-me-home
Is going to save my life.
We make our own magic here
We fight our own losing wars
with all of the fearsome powers
of mundanity.
And whether that magic girl
will come and wake us up ...
Well, we'll wait
and hope not to be slain
by our own dragons.
We sing our own songs
We make our own magic
We devour our own shining selves
whole.
--Todd Erickson
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I flipped it around and around in my
hand and mused on its solitary existence.
By itself it had no identity; it was without a
definable shape or picture. By itself, it was
faceless; the piece demanded completion.
I looked again at the lilac-spotted
amoeba in my hand. Yet, in spite of its
incompleteness, its lack of definition, it
possessed an unmistakable potential for
beauty. By itself it remained unrealized
potential, but with others?
And so I began. I set the first piece
down in the middle of my kitchen table,
spread all the others pieces in a semi-circle
around it, and began looking for a piece that
would begin to complete it. I dug through
the spread of pieces that encircled the first
piece, trying one, then another, and
another. Finally, after numerous tries and
rejections, I found one. I didn't even have to
fit it in to know that it was the match, for
the same obnoxious groove that had forced a
chuckle out of me in the first place was
present also in this piece, only inward. The
colors, too, were similar--aggressive lilac
dots against a blend of brown and gold. I fit
the match into the first piece--a snug,
perfect fit--and then looked at the two
together. The effect the match had on the
first piece was profound. The odd mix of
colors that before had prompted confusion
became more understandable. The lilac
dots were softened by the addition of the
match, the gold streaks, accentuated and
warmed.
Just one match gave the first piece
such definition. I continued doing the
puzzle slowly, finding matches that filled in
all the grooves of the first piece. Each new
piece added its own refinements. That first
piece became more beautiful, understandable, identifiable, just by the few matches
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around it.
When the first piece was
complete in shape, I considered for a brief
moment stopping the puzzle right then.
But there is more to a puzzle piece than
shape. If I stopped, so much in that piece
would be left undiscovered, unresolved.
Besides, the shape was complete only by
way of other incomplete pieces, and these
too needed to be made whole.
I carried on. With every new piece,
the beauties and intricacies of the first piece
flowered. As the ripples of the new pieces
expanded, the connections were more
diffuse. But no matter how indirect the
connection was, these pieces were integral
to the completion of the first piece.
I worked slowly with persistence,
until only one piece was missing from the
picture. I lingered with the last piece in my
hand and gazed at the puzzle, amazed at
what the first piece had become. That
incalculable, strange-looking piece, that
had once had no identity, no definition, that
first piece had become a flourishing beauty,
a nearly complete picture. I glanced down
at that last piece which rested between my
thumb and forefinger. It was a piece of the
sky--deep, rich, blue, and a tuft of a cloud's
white fluff on the tip of one of its grooves.
Far from the first piece, this piece, which
had almost nothing in common with it, was
also integral to the realization of its
intricacy and beauty.
I slowly wedged the last piece into
the puzzle and stretched back to look at the
completed picture. It was wonderful. I
walked with stiff legs to the kitchen junk
drawer, took out a black pen, walked back to
the puzzle, and put my finger on the first
piece. With the pen I labeled it, "the
finished piece." □
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The Finished Piece
by Sarah Rinsema

I did a puzzle yesterday. It was a
beautiful puzzle, a quiet puzzle. A wheat
field lay in the foreground, a mesh of gold,
yellow, and rust.
The field lay still,
peaceful, and extended into rolling, bosomy
hills. Light, wispy clouds littered the deep
blue sky. The horizon was fuzzy, almost as
if the sky and field had somehow melted
together, as if there really were a place far
away where the two did meet. There was a
dilapidated wind-burned barn off to the
side. Its top window crookedly hung open
and revealed a loosely tied hay bale. The
puzzle possessed peaceful, passionate
beauty.
I love puzzles. I've been doing them
ever since I can remember. I'm drawn to
them by the exhilaration I feel at each one's
beginning. To sustain this excitement, I

take my time choosing the first piece. After
opening the box and dumping out the
pieces, I pile them, picture-up, into a heap
in the center ofmy kitchen table. Taking as
much of the pile as I can hold in one hand, I
sift the pieces through my open fingers until
one is left. That's how I choose my first
piece, always.
Yesterday, I chuckled at the straggler piece that lay alone in my hand. I had
never seen such an odd puzzle piece before.
An obnoxious groove jutted out of one side,
reminding me of an amoeba in a
reproductive contraction. Its colors, too,
were bizarre. Shades of light brown and
gold contrasted with a bright lilac that
aggressively dotted the entire puzzle piece.
The piece looked as ifit belonged to another
puzzle.
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is by nature unruly,
that the sun is still too weak
and the starlings too far away
to interrupt the tense quiet of our waiting
for the ice to free itself of all
entanglement.
Although today, when the wind's tongue
went warm and slack, you knew
that to unlove me now
would be to sin against the seasons,
to reverse the irreversible passage of love
which, finally, drips from rooftops
in slow, aching rhythmsa baptism for lovers
whose faith remains more fragile
than the slight body of Emily Dickinson
craning toward the window
like the crescent of a January moon.
--Amy Sitar
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The Thaw
By now you suspect
that I keep myself undercover,
bound like the desire caught
in the corset of Emily Dickinson,
my hunger drowned in white eyelet
of the bonnet which, mercifully,
shades my eyes from the
harsh glow of snow
on the hill, of yesterdays
frozen in ponds beneath our feet
that threaten to crack my fragility
and hasten our fall.
By now you hope
that I will turn away from the window
that your persuasion will be enough
to absolve an irreversible history
to bring spring to the world outside
the window from which I do not turn.
But by now you realize
that the rule of the seasons
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Road Trip
a sickening and lofty settling
lost in leftover spaces
is found under and beneath
and behind.
and the cracks around doorways
and sagging frames
fill in with sodden dread
the spaces in the crooks of your spine.
set up a highway, opening
straight into view
and leave your breaths behind
flying in rows.
the sifting asphalt
becomes a safe, safe place
for breaths to fly in rows.
--Julianne Smith
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were difficult," she writes, "Nevertheless,
everything did turn out all right: I survived,
I did not betray my conscience, and the man
I love was waiting for me when I came
out ... What else can one ask for?" (212). She
even turns the labor camp experience into a
blessing:
Thank you O Lord, that it fell to my
lot to endure the rigors of prison
transports, to hide poetry and books
from the KGB, to languish in
punishment cells and to starve. Only
when I entered into open combat did
I realize how much help I received
from almost everyone I encountered
(148).
In the midst of her struggles against
the Communist system, Irina manages to
have faith in Russia's survival (221). She
holds to the hope that not all Russian souls
would succumb to the lies and hatred (31).
It would only take four years for that faith
to be partly justified. On October 9, 1986,
the KGB lost the battle against one
"unfavorable." Irina Ratushinskaya, poet
and defender of human rights, emerged
victorious, her values intact. Released as a
gesture from the Soviet Union in an effort
to show a change in values, Irina still refuses
to live quietly, continuing to protest the
injustices oflife for zeks. As she sits in her
kitchen, once again free after five years of
imprisonment, she promises:
I will tell them everything, I think,
not knowing yet how difficult that is,
to tell everything: how you want to
leave out all that was so terrible, and
dwell only on the funny moments.
Even now, as I sit down to write this
book, a small voice whispers at the
back of my mind: leave it, forget it,
enough is enough! But I will
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remember. I know what must be
done (7).
Her valuing of all life compels her to
tell the world everything, to share her
values, offering hope to those she left behind
in the "small zone." She comes to Calvin in
April bringing that message to the
Conference. It is a message far more
important than fame; a message worth
taking the time to learn this spring. □
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their advantages. Of course, they live
with their families, but what's the
guarantee that one day their grown
son or daughter won't say to them.:
'Aren't you ashamed, Mom. and Dad,
that you oppressed people for a
living?' ... They are its victims, yet
they work for it, out of weakness and
out of fear (160-1).
Despite their cruelty, Irina also can't hate
the jailers or the persons responsible for
putting her in the cam.p because that hate
would "ultimately corrode and warp [her]
soul" (260).
The fear and hate that drive the
jailers to become part of the system. are the
warped values against which Irina and the
other zeks fight. By refusing to m.eet the
demands of the KGB and Com.m.unist rulers,
Irina and her fellow zeks "have breathed
freedom-if only freedom. from. fear" (162).
She recognizes that while she does not have
physical freedom., she can be free from. fear
and be free to live life as best as she can.
She asserts:
We have not surrendered our
freedom.. Yes, we are behind barbed
wire, they have stripped us of
everything they could, they have torn
us away from. our friends and
families, but unless we acknowledge
this as their right, we remain free
(40).

She does think of freedom. from the camps
as well, but she maintains that "the division
between those who are free, and those who
are not, lies in the heart, it is not determined
by geographical boundaries" (Ericson 337).
She dreams of going "Back to freedom with
a clear conscience," of being "released
without having been broken, without
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renouncing [her] views" (198). True freedom.
lies within for Irina Ratushinskaya.
At times, though, Irina's high value
of life doesn't seem. enough to sustain her
through the trials. How could she keep a
positive outlook after an attempt at being
force-fed by her captors leads to a concussion
(128)? Or when an anticipated visit with
her husband is cancelled at the last possible
minute (186)? Yet, she says, "Do they think
we don't have the strength? Oh, but we do!
We don't know ourselves where it com.es
from.. Or maybe we do?" (151). One of her
poems written at about that tim.e is included
in Beyond the Limit:
So tom.arrow, our little ship, Sm.all
Zone,
What will com.e true for us?
According to what lawLike an eggshell over dead waves?
Covered in patches and scars,
On the word-the honest wordaloneBy whose hand is our ship preserved,
Our little hom.e?
Those of us who sail to the end, row,
live to the endLet them. tell for the others: We knew
The touch of this hand (151).
Irina's words point to God's mighty hand in
her fragile life. Her devout Russian
Orthodox beliefs com.e through in her values
and how she chooses to declare those to the
world. Tim.e and tim.e again, Irina rem.arks
how little strength she has left, yet she keeps
moving. "Strange things happen when you
have nothing to depend on except God's
help," she testifies (225).
Her strong value of life also creates
an optimism out of place in the
circumstances, like the splash of color in a
garden against the grey landscape. "Things
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one otherwise-unknown little corner of the are locked away, zeks have the opportunity
camp system" (335). By focusing on the little to acquire extra supplies like cigarettes and
things, like a pet mouse, Irina shares her food. Irina, herself not a smoker, takes some
joy of all life with me. I cannot help looking offered cigarettes because, "They [the
around at the small details of my life and cigarettes] will be a welcome gift for others.
seeing them in a newly appreciative way, After all, I am not alone any more" (21). This
simply by experiencing Irina's poetry.
protection and care also appears for those
in her "small zone" (section of camp for
Irina values not just the little things political prisoners) by repairing clothing or
in her life, but also the lives of others. She carefully dressing a zek on her way to
frequently endangers her own life for them. SHIZO, "punishment, isolation cells" (54)
As she says in her memoirs, grey is the color away from the warmth and comraderie of
of hope, "Had we ... valued our skins above living in the house with the other zeks. The
all else, we would not have ended up as isolation cells did allow for two women to
political prisoners" (42). Closely linked to be confined together and Irina often found
the value of life is the assertion: "We are SHIZO easier to bear with someone else
human," echoed by political prisoner and along with her. The zeks also called hunger
sympathizer alike. This statement gives strikes and work strikes to show solidarity
rise to her compassion for other politicals against SHIZO, an almost certain death
and constant battles against the KGB and sentence with its lack of food, warm clothing,
prison guards to retain human dignity. Life and blankets in sub-zero temperatures.
in any form is valuable with that bit of
While the harsh treatment Irina
human dignity, enabling even the shabbiest suffered would make most of us hate those
zek (political prisoner) to hold her head up responsible, Irina says she and the other
high. As she says, "[we] are human beings zeks feel sorry for the jailers who had no
in the full sense of the word. We may be choice but to become guards in the Soviet
crammed into a small house, we may be labor camp system. For many, this work is
dressed in rags ... but we retain our human better than the alternatives. She also finds
dignity" (grey 40).
it easier to pity the jailers because, unlike
Human dignity came to the zeks in the members of the KGB, many jailers try
the form of compassion for one another. to ease some of the suffering of the zeks
Irina refers to Ecclesiates 4:9-10 as the instead of creating it. Some of the jailers
reason for the support:
even warn Irina and her fellow politicals of
Two are better than one; because
searches and overlook rule violations. Irina
they have a good reward for their
writes:
labor. For if they fall, the one will lift
We feel rather sorry for them, albeit
up his fellow: but woe to him that is
with a trace of disgust. Those poor,
alone when he falleth; for he
miserable people. Is their life all that
hath not another to help him up.
much different from the zeks'? They
She says later in her memoirs that worrying
spend all their working life in the
about others helps to retain her humanity,
camp, they can't dispute any orders.
calling her acts of kindness and compassion
They're better dressed and fed than
"acts of self-preservation" (238). Before they
the zeks, but that's about the sum of
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To Live On
by Katie Vander Molen

And we'll raise from ashes our joyous house,
so it will stand, shining, unshakable.
How happy we shall be-sometime after!
How we need to live on!
-Beyond the Limit

The list of authors scheduled to visit
Calvin this spring for the Faith and Writing
Conference is both long and distinguished.
Authors like Elie Wiesel, John Updike, and
James Schaap will draw large numbers of
fans. But it would be a mistake to overlook
the authors with less recognizable names.
They also deserve the attention of
conference attendees. One such deserving
author is Irina Ratushinskaya. Alumni of a
modern literature course may be familiar
wi th her name, but many others are
unaware of this courageous woman and her
work. Arrested on September 17, 1982 in
an attempt by the KGB to silence an enemy
of Communism and sentenced to seven years
hard labor and five years of internal exile,
Irina exemplifies what it means to simply
be happy to be alive. Her cry, "How we need
to live on!" resounding in her poems and

memoirs, can teach all of us attending the
conference a lesson in valuing life.
Through her evocativ~ poems, many
written on bars of soap with match sticks
while she was in the labor camp, the free
world read the dangers of labor camp life,
wrapped in Irina's appreciation of the small
details of life:
And I will get myself a tame mouse
while having a dog is impossible.
...And ifletters suddenly stop(after all, anything could happen on
the way!)he, the gray one, then and there,
will angrily wrinkle his nose.
And then bury himself in my palm:
as if to say, remember, we're in this
together! (grey 101).
Edward Ericson calls Irina Ratushinskaya,
"a miniaturist ... [who] fills in the details of
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And so the crow sat by the
Incoming waves
And sighed a bit to himself,
"I won't stay near the waves, cold incoming waves.
Or I shall be knocked off my shelf.
"The worst to be drowned in
One mighty seaKindred to every wave.
I must flee from this sea, this one mighty seaAn act not so bold, but brave."
But the crow sat silent on his rock on
The shore
Then gave his wings a flap.
Tides poured over the rock, the rock on the shore,
As the crow pursued his perhaps.
"Perhaps there's a place," the crow thought
With hope.
"A pool away from the ocean.
A listener or two," he hoped, thought with hope,
"Who set not my secrets in motion.
"And I'll sit on a rock by that
Lonely pool.
I'll cry my heart so long tried,
And be heard by the pool, the one lonely poolMy shallow away from the tides."
--Jill M. Eelkema
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Crow's Shallow
"Ah-ha," said the crow from. his rock on
The shore,
"I rn.ust say that all is for naughtI sit on this rock, on this rock on the shore
And look at what's to be got.
"All around rn.e are pools full of fish,
Full of crabs,
And the barnacles sputter and rn.oan;
And each little world of fish, full of crabs
Is a separate and lonely own.
"My kelp-covered rock is a
Good pinnacle
To glimpse the pools around.
If I cry from. rn.y pinnacle, this good pinnacle,
Each pool will hear rn.y sound.
"The snails and clams couldn't help
But hear
If I rn.ade rn.y thoughts aloud,
But of those who could hear, couldn't help but hear,
Whom. would I choose for rn.y crowd?
"No doubt I could trust a pool
Of crabs
But you know how they cackle and chide,
And what of these pools, these pools of crabs,
When they face the incoming tide?
"Then shallows merge midst the ebb and
The flow
And no special place will there be,
For rn.y secrets are shared midst the ebb and the flow
To be known by all the sea."
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Face I Don't Know
lifts its eyes. One of those days
everyone seems to be giving m.e these looksI feel like a movie star
though usually I'm. aware of not being handsome.
And you, do you feel pretty special
som.etim.es for the strangest reasons, like I do?
When you were nine, did you
imagine you might be Jesus Christ com.e again?
We've all got winds blowing over us
no one else knows. That's why I see your face som.etim.es
lit up and fresh like a wet peony,
ruddy with som.e gust I don't and cannot feel.
--Jouwert Shane Wagenaar
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context. Much of the information was
previously public knowledge or had already
been discovered. Since then, 3000 pages
from the State Department and 46
documents from the Department of Defense
have produced the same results. Out of the
six government divisions Valladares has
asked for documents, only the above three
have replied.
The partial documents were a slap in
the face of the Commission on Human
Rights, the famililies of desaparecidos
waiting to hear the fate of their loved ones,
and the Honduran people who struggle to
heal their nation's past as they progress into
the future. A letter written by President
Clinton in December of 1997 promised
declassification by the end of that yearanother promise broken.
The House and Senate now have
under consideration a version of The Human
Rights InformationAct,6 a bill which would
require a response to the Honduran and
Guatemalan petitions for declassification
within 120 days of the request. The Human
Rights Information Act (S.1220 and
H.R.2635) was proposed in September and
referred to committees in October; since
then no action has been taken. Although
letters in support of declassification have
been written by congresspeople to the
President numerous times, and despite the
affirmations of the administration, the US
persists in dragging its feet. Congress
should be pressured to push S.1220 and
H.R.2635 through to the floor for a vote
immediately. A more expedient solution is
for the government to declassify the
documents now as promised, without
further legal prodding. But it is now up to
us to break the silence; it is our obligation
to pressure the US to hold true to their
promises. Our silence only adds shame to
our democracy, and it prevents the growth
of real democracy in Honduras.
The conscience of nations
I asked Milton Jimenez why he is able
to remain in Honduras and do the work that
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he does. He replied that he believes it is
the national conscience which permits him
to do so. Honduras knows it must right
wrongs that have been done; otherwise, the
ground gained will disappear, just as 184
Hondurans did in the 1980's.
Honduras is experiencing rapid and
drastic change in many spheres of life.
Change involves looking at history and how
it affects the present. Milton Jimenez works
to heal the past to create a new future in
Honduras. The United States is entwined
in Honduras' past and needs to join in this
process of healing. We can raise our voices
by writing to our government to urge them
to supply the missing pieces in this tragic
period in history. □

Notes
lMark Ruhl, "Redefining Civil-Military
Relations in Honduras," Journal of
Interamerican Studies and World Affairs.
V38nl (1996), pp. 33-66.

2"Guatemala: State of Impunity, Amnesty
International, 1996.
http://www. amnesty. or g// aili b/in tc am/
guatemal/report/intro.htm
3"Amnesty International Country Report:
Honduras," Amnesty International, 1996.
http ://www.amnesty.org/ailib/ai pub/1996/
23700196ht
4Tim L. Merill, ed., Honduras, A Country
Study (Washington D.C.: US Gov't, 1995),
p.235.
5"N otorious Honduran School of the
Americas Graduates." School of the
Americas Watch, 1997.
http://www.soaw.org/grads/hond-not.html

6h ttp ://www.fas.org/sgp/congres s/
s1220.html
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is debatable that democracy is essential for
third world development, it is clear that the
military (albeit ostensibly democratic) state
of Honduras was not able to gain much
momentum in the development process. As
the people raise their voices, a viable
democracy appears as the next step in
Honduras' development.
Demilitarization is also essential to
progress in human rights. The Comisionado
N acional
de
los
Derechos Humanos, an
office of the government
which investigates past
and present human
rights abuses, sees
human rights as a basic
component
of
development.
The
Commissionado's 1996
report on human rights
declares that, " . . . el
desarrollo humano es
simplemente el respeto
sistematico y comporbado de los derechos
humanos de cada uno de nosotros." (Human
development is simply the systematic and
verified respect of human rights in each one
of us.)
Part of the Comisionado's mission, in
addition to working for the rights of
minorities, women and workers, is to
investigate the 184 disappearances which
occurred in Honduras. Leo Valladares, the
head commissioner, has requested the US
government to declassify documents which
could be crucial in the recovery of Honduras'
past. The files requested pertain, first, to
the still unknown whereabouts of six of the
184 people who were "disappeared" at the
hands of the military during the 1980's.
Second, Valladares requested documents
about the involvement of the CIA in
Honduras. The US trained thousands of
Honduran military personnel in the 1980's,
but the CIA specifically trained the
Honduran unit Battalion 3-16, now accused
of being the chief executor of
"disappearances." Third, Valladares
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solicited information specifically on Alvarez
Martinez, the head of Battalion 3-16 in the
80's.
The request was made under the
Freedom of Information Act (FOIA), a US
law entitling US citizens to receive
documents the government has pertaining
to a specific request. If the government
decides that the document (or part of a
document) cannot be declassified for
national
security
reasons, they must cite
these reasons in the
response to the citizen.
By law the government is
required to respond to the
request in the affirmative
or negative. However,
legislation does not apply
to non-US citizens: The
Honduran
government
,,.,
remains at the mercy of
the political good will of
the US government to
release the information which has been
requested on the CIA and the desaparecidos.
The US government has proved
sluggish and uncooperative. The Honduran
National Commission on Human Rights has
been more than patient. Leo Vallarares, the
head commissioner, first asked for the
cooperation of the US government in 1993,
petitioning for document; five years later,
he and the Honduran people still wait for
answers. Yet many of US citizens are
unaware of the silence our government has
kept as well as our own potential to break
it.

Political good will
I spoke with Susan Peacock, a liason
for the Honduran and US governments, who
works solely on document declassification
for Honduras. She recounted a nightmare
of red tape. After narrowing the requests,
the CIA sent 30 documents (126 pages), of
which half was blacked out. Many dates
were covered, leaving what little
information they comm uni ca te without
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US built high quality airstrips and installed
radar technology. 4 The School of the
Americas (SOA), a military academy funded
by the US, trained Honduran military
officers notorious for human rights abuses,
including the infamous Alvarez Martinez;5
according to Mark Ruhl, under Martinez the
military formed Batall6n 3-16, the Direcci6n
Nacionalista de Investigaciones (DNI), an
organization now accused of most of the
disappearances in Honduras. In the
September 27 edition of Honduras This
Week, an article stated that evidence now
suggests the SOA included "dirty war"
tactics in their training-torture and
assassination methods-methods used in
"disappearances." The Honduran Human
Rights Commission also has evidence that
the CIA was directly involved in human
rights abuses in Honduras.
The Honduras armed forces have
been undergoing a major transformation
since the late 1980's. Ruhl points out
several major "challenges to military
supremacy" which have led to a decline in
military power. First, the end of the cold
war greatly decreased the threat of
communist revolution in Central America;
the fall of communist regimes in the USSR
and other Eastern Bloc countries
considerably weakened arguments that
they were conspiring in Central America.
The second follows the first: since
communism was no longer a threat, US
interest in Honduras dwindled, and its
drastic change in policy cut the flow of
military aid. From 1983 to 1989 US military
aid averaged US $4 7.49 million a year,
peaking in 1984 at $77.5 million. In 1991
aid fell to $33.4 million, and by 1993 aid
was down to $2. 7 million (see endnote 1).
Suddenly without the majority of their
budget, the military was forced to scale
down (and still continues to scale down).
In the early 1980's observers reported
that the US embassy discouraged human
rights organizations in Honduras from
speaking out about injustice. With US
policy change in the late 80's and early 90's

came a reversed stance on human rights.
The next US ambassador, Cresencio Arcos,
pushed for trial for offending military
officers. Ruhl explains, "Emboldened by the
new US position, a number of groupsstudents, unions, business associations,
human rights organizations, and the
Catholic Church-combined to mount a
unified political attack on the armed forces
in the 1990's." Hondurans united to begin
making Honduras the democracy it can be.
Activism in 1997 accomplished the transfer
of the National Police from military to
civilian rule-a significant benchmark and
the most recent indication of the still
changing role of the military.

The Military, Human Rights, and
Development
Jimenez cited the military as one of
the major obstacles to development in
Honduras. Military salaries and foreign
arms purchases drained Honduras of funds
(and US aid monies) that could have been
used toward much needed health and
education programs. The military controlled
the
infrastructure
such
as
telecommunications (Hondutel), which was
not allowed to grow with demand;
Tegucigalpa still lacks adequate phone lines
for its population. The military also
controlled other usually civilian
departments such as migration, customs
(from which they siphoned taxes), and civil
air traffic. Milton Jimenez maintains that
demilitarization and privatization of
enterprises is essential for Honduras to
develop.
As the military loses power and the
civilian government gains it, progress is
made for human rights. As the perpetrators
of disappearances and keepers of silence give
way, the Honduran people demand to know
the truth about their past. A democracy
cannot function where people are murdered
for voicing ideas in opposition to those in
power. But where basic human rights exist,
there is the cradle of freedom. Although it
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thinking then. Many students, he said, had
romantic ideals about society and were
eager to join groups such as FUR without
knowing what they were getting into. In
the same breath, he asserted that, "El que
no fue revolucionario en este tiempo no tenia
coraz6n ... el que lo sigi6 siendo no tenia
cerebra." ("If you weren't a revolutionary
in this era, you didn't have a heart," but also
that, "Those who continued being one [a
revolutionary] didn't have a brain.")
Milton Jimenez became a vocal
member of FUR while studying law at
UNAH, and as a result, on April 27, 1982,
he was abducted along with five other
students at the rented house in which they
lived. In a 1996 Amnesty International
report, Jimenez reported that they were
blindfolded and taken to a remote location.
The abductors tortured one student with a
capucha, a rubber hood put over the victim's
head until she or he becomes unconscious.
(After the victim regains consciousness the
interrogators threaten to put it on again if
they don't receive the information they
want. The Amnesty report said that the
abductors used the capucha 15 times on the
student.) Jimenez himself was severely
beaten and subjected to a mock execution.
The others were also badly beaten, and all
six students remained blindfolded and
without food for the duration of their
abduction. The abductors released four of
the students four days later and transferred
Jimenez and the remaining student to El
Manchen Prisi6n where they were charged
with "antisocial and totalitarian" acts
against the Honduran government. The
judge there granted them leave with bail
after six days. 3
I asked Milton Jimenez what he
thought the government and military were
afraid of-why he was abducted. He still
isn't sure why the military arrested people
from FUR specifically; he personally doesn't
think FUR was politically important enough
to warrant the disappearances. The group
was admittedly "revolutionary," but it had
no interest in communism and no contacts
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with communist nations whatsoever. But
more generally, Jimenez thought that the
government was afraid of the position of
FUR in the university and the group's
potential to rally a large number of students
together. The government feared anything
remotely construed as subversive, and all
disappearances were aimed at discouraging
"insurgent activities."
The immediate effects of the
disappearances were drastic. Groups such
as FUR disbanded, and many students fled
the country in fear. For Jimenez the
experience was life-changing. His family
became solidly united after the crisis. Most
desaparecidos were killed, and he feels very
lucky that he's alive and that more harm
wasn't done to him. He went back to UNAH
to finish the one year he had left in his
degree
program,
channeling his
revolutionary energy into a passion for law
and the struggle to protect and regain
human rights. In 1992, Jimenez took the
opportunity to testify against his abductors
in the Inter-American Court of Human
Rights. For fear of his life, he fled to Spain
and then to Italy, where he continued to
study law.
Milton Jimenez currently practices
law in Tegucigalpa, working on human
rights cases. Looking back on his activity
in FUR, he now sees a disparity between
the students' vision for Honduras and the
reality that Hondurans lived. He believes
that the group primarily created disorder
and did not help anyone. But his
"disappearing"-a consequence of his
involvement in FUR-strengthened his
resolve to fight for human rights. As he put
it in the interview, "I live for my work."

US involvement in Honduras
In addition to providing millions of
dollars in military aid (see below), the US
assisted the Honduran military by providing
training, weapons, and bases. The US
military executed large-scale, joint military
maneuvers designed to intimidate the
Nicaraguan Sandanista government. The
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rights in Honduras and how it affects the
process of third world development, and
second, to provide a brief summary of how
we can join with Hondurans in reclaiming
the voices of people living in a democracy.

The political situation
In the early 1980's, the threat of
revolution hung over much of Central
America-in El Salvador, Guatemala, and
Nicaragua. The takeover by the communist
Sandinista regime in Nicaragua alarmed
the US government, which was mired in the
cold war and in an arms race against the
USSR. The Reagan administration viewed
Nicaragua as a threat to Central American
stability and a volatile cauldron of
communism, al though notable sources such
as the Honduran Comisionado Nacional de
los Derechos Humanos (National Human
Rights Comission) say allegations of
communist ties in Nicaragua are dubious.
Reagan's policy ostensibly promoted
democracy and sought to contain
communism.
J. Mark Ruhl, Mary Todd Professor
of Political Science at Dickinson College
(Carlisle, PA), describes the rising tension
in his article, "Redefining Civil-Military
Relations in Honduras." Bordering on
Guatemala, El Salvador, and Nicaragua,
Honduras played a strategic role in the
prevention of the perceived spread of
communism. Consequently, the US
funneled millions of dollars to the Honduran
military to become the engine of
anticommunism in Central America. In
return for US military aid, Honduras
allowed
the
anti-Sandinista
contrarevolucionarios (or contras as they
came to be known) to remain and train in
Honduras. Also training on Honduran soil
were Salvadoran insurgency militias.
Tension built up as Nicaraguan and
Salvadoran immigrants, guerillas, and their
families took precious land and resources
from the Honduran campesinos (the rural
poor).
In 1982, under US pressure and

MARCH/APRIL

funding, the military stepped down from
power, and "democracy" was reestablished
with the conservative administration of
Roberto Suazo Cordova. However, the
military, under Brigadier General Gustavo
Alvarez Martinez, retained political
autonomy and most of the power in
Honduras. Cordova assumed a lenient,
military-friendly presidency that appeared
to the outside as the last bastion of
democracy in Central America. Martinez,
a staunch opponent of communism and a
notoriously brutal man, led the military into
repressive tactics aimed at terminating any
movement perceived to be antigovernment
or communist. This resulted in the illegal
"disappearances" and torture of key leaders
in these suspected groups: 184
disappearances in all.1
The method of disappearing people
was used throughout Central and South
America during the twentieth century. But
unlike other countries (such as Guatemala,
where tens of thousands of campesinos were
disappeared),2 the Honduran military was
extremely selective about who it
disappeared-only those they considered
vital to "subversive" movements. This
selectivity resulted in the smallest amount
of disappearances in any Central American
country. But the losses in the families and
the terror created by disappearances are no
more real in one country than another. For
each desaparecido there is an official story
and a very different story, which we must
have the courage to hear and tell.

Telling the story
Among the revolutionary groups
deemed subversive by the military was the
FUR-Fuerza Universitaria Revolucionaria
(University Revolutionary Force) of UNAH
(Universidad Nacional Autonoma de
Honduras). In October of 1997 I interviewed
Milton Jimenez, once a member of FUR, now
a lawyer in Tegucigalpa, Honduras.
Jimenez described the university as the
"epicenter" of social movement during that
time, and claims it had a great effect on his
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Regaining a Voice Disappeared
By Kelley Evans

"La paz no viene del silencio ode la ignorancia, sino del reconocimiento claro y abierto de
nuestros limites y nuestros errores." -Leo Valladares
Peace does not come of silence or of ignorance, but of the clear and open recognition of our
limits and our errors.

On April 27, 1982, Milton Jimenez
was abducted by armed men in civilian
clothes. He disappeared for ten days, during
which his whereabouts were unknown.
Jimenez was a twenty-year-old law student
at the time of his abduction; sixteen years
after his disappearance , Jimenez now
practices law, and his mission bears the
mark of those ten days: he works for human
rights, fighting the injustices committed to
Hondurans like himself. He is devoted to
his country and its development,
contributing to the present and the future
of Honduras by recalling and righting the
past.
During the eighties, perceived threats
of communism motivated the US to fund the
already dominant military of Honduras. At
the same time , US policy propped up a
fledgling democratic facade , paraded as the
last stronghold of democracy in unstable
Central America. Under this paradoxical
rule, human rights suffered in the name of

preserving democracy. People lived in
silence for fear of "being disappeared," as it
has come to be known. Any US citizen would
say that kidnapping, torture, and murder
by the military have no place in a democracy.
But our actions in Honduras provoked
exactly that.
Now, in 1997, we can see Hondurans'
voices recovered, speaking about the
injustices which silenced them in the past.
We too have a voice. As United States
citizens , we are irrevocably linked to
Honduras' history. We often feel helpless in
relation to our government and its policies
as they affect us, much less how such
policies affect foreign countries. But
knowledge is power; knowing the past helps
us reclaim the present and future. We must
listen and speak; otherwise we lose our
voices with the desaparecidos (the
disappeared) who were murdered in
Honduras. It is my aim, first, to help
educate readers of the situation of human
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Meditation Four
"Woe is me! For I am undone; because I am a man of unclean
lips, and I dwell in the midst of a people of unclean lips ... "
--Isaiah 6:5, KJV
"But all of a sudden I hear footsteps in the hall. Someone is looking at me!
What does this mean? ... I see myself because somebody sees me."
--Sartre, Being and Nothingness, 3.1.4
She has grown old in mirrors,
in glimpses taken during dull conversation,
in the nervous inventory of parts.
in between showers, the dried remembrance
in her mouth, of last night's dark exchanges.
She has stumbled awake into bloodshot mornings.
There are times when lonely she
will take a mirror from the wall
with manicured hands, a fully painted face
An anxious ennui.
She will scour her skin for cellulite.
She will sing love songs in a hushed voice.
She will look frantically at her eyes,
"They're nicer looking out of than into," she says.
(Still seeing only keyholes to back rooms)
where she had uttered far too many yeses
where she had shovelled bits of baby from her favorite underwear.
(Still inside her, its heart creeps up close to hers)
"They're harder getting out than putting in," she smiled.
Will she put on her pants/piss/break down sobbing?
Will she cry tears like natal sacks?
Will she scramble eggs and throw them up again?
An hour later,
with a bottle of vodka already under her belt, she
will stare down the end of an empty Sky, hoping, that
There are times when Suffering stutters.
--Josh Hagedorn
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There is no reason why change has to
undermine our present beliefs.
In all the change, the irony is that
the script we've tried to write for ourselves
culminates in decisions. Yet we grow up to
find that even the script we've written, and
even our dreams,
change. Some dreams
must fade, if you live in
the world of the present,
if you live in the world
of the moving. And to
take the time we've been
given, to live, and to
realize how different
that life will be than
we'd ever planned-and
how lucky that is-is all
we can do.
Perhaps
this
sounds relativistic or
even resigned. So the other part of change
is knowing which changes are worth
fighting, and which ones are worth seeing
through.
A friend of mine, after years of
questions and indecision, left on a
consequential journey. I say consequential
because she knows that, this time, real
change is inevitable. She was scared, and
so am I. Change for the better, like change
for the worse, is frightening.
As she says goodbye, I see my friend
like Henry Adams saw himself. She is a
woman caught awkwardly between two
worlds. She leaves, full of questions. And
full of faith.
My friend chose change. This kind of
decision is inadvertant, like chasing the
bubbles you've blown from your wand. You
chase until they pop, look around, and find
yourself in new surroundings.
In
elementary school balloon launches, we
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watched our balloons go places we'd never
know. Maybe taking change as it comes is
our way to find out.
It's also knowing which things to tear
down, and which to repair. "Do not cut what
can be untied." In our cities, when buildings
age, we seldom restore
them. We've lost our
need for history, or
perhaps we're skeptical
of repair. Technology
and tinted windows
have pushed us so far
from what used to be
that the past becomes
irrelevant. But calling
names like "irrelevant"
is just another way of
copping out,
it's
another way we fear
change. We're afraid of
real change-instead, we start completely
over.
And we push ourselves away from
peace. In Fyodor Dostoevsky's Crime and
Punishment, Raskolnikov finds himself
fighting to be unlovable. Because being
loved means that we are chained.
Being loved also means we must
change. We must refuse to give up. And we
must "ride the waves of what is." Maybe
this is the other gap-the gap between what
should be and what is. The way we deal
with change is developing a sense of how to
work within the continuum of what is.
Some of us write, some of us paint,
some of us speak, some of us work behind
the scenes trying to keep things how they
should be for some small sector of the world.
Whatever we do, when we really live, we
leave the awkward space between two
worlds, stepping in one direction.
--Sarah Byker
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Standing on a Fault Line

His answers come in the long run, as the large facts of our lives, strung on that thread
running through all things. Religion includes, as its enemies say, fatalism, an acceptance
and consecration of what is.
The thermostat image needs adjusting: God is a dark sphere enclosing the pinpoint
of our selves, an adamant bubble enclosing us, protecting us, enabling us to let go, to ride
the waves of what is.
-John Updike, from Self-Consciousness

I sometimes think the only thing I can
rely on is change. This belief is reaffirmed
daily by the weather, by history, by the
people who fall in and out of my life. And
also by the lives I move through. I woke up
this morning to the first day of snow in
months. By afternoon, it had disappeared.
I walked a half-mile of parking lots last week
and wondered what used to be there, before
us. We're constantly caught, in our
relationship to the world, between what was
and what is.
If change is a constant, why does it
continue to shock us? Change still manages
to paralyze and discourage us. We still feel
cheated by surprise-the thing that keeps
our lives dynamic.

The comedy of our reaction to change
has been alluded to often in literature.
Henry Adams, at the Paris Exposition of
1900, stood with one foot in the old world
and one foot in the new. In our personal
lives, in society, and at Calvin College, we
understand what it means to be stranded
between two worlds. Part of this paralysis
is just the gap between the past and the
present. In Pilgrim at Tinker Creek, Annie
Dillard writes, "time is the one thing we
have been given, and we have been given to
time."
A friend of mine says that the most
well-adjusted people she knows are the ones
who don't take change as an insult. Instead,
the dynamic nature of life is a blessing.
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